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N a Coffee-Room, the other Day, 
where the Converfation turn'd on Wit, 
and Genius, a Gentleman was taking 
Pains to draw an odd kind of Demon- 
itration, from the Lift of Subfcribers to 


there never was an Age, fo favourable to Poets, as 
This:—— And, That, from the Number of our 
Noble Patrons, the Glorious Reign of King George 
will ‘fhine brighter to Pofterity, than the Reign of 
Auguftus Cafar.. ee, 
Thongh I love Loyalty, at my Heart, and am as 
conicious as I ought to be of the Influences of His Ma- 
jefty’s Glory, yer, I confefs, I was a little ftartled, at 
the Novelty of this Affertion; and exprefs’d my Sur- 
prize, with fome Emotion. —— I find, then, cry’d I, 
that I have lig’din profound Ignorance ! _—-As tor the 








| Politicks indeed, of the prefent Age, I have always” 


‘ confider’d “em as too remarkable to be {oon forgot : But, 
‘for the Wt of it, I was in Hopes, there cou'd be no 

~ Danger of its being remember’d, 
» It feems, continued I, the fevereft Mifery of Men of 
Gearing, that Cuftom has mifled them to depend, for 
ir Enceou , om thofe Great, Little, Crea- 
tures, whom we call People of Qzality. —~ Were 
Wifdom the Confequence of Riches, Rank, . and 
, Power, it had been prudent, and reafonable, for Merit 
in Diftrefs to apply icfelf to the A&ighty, —— Bur, 
fince the Flattery, and Indulgence, in which Thofe, 
call’d Great Men, are educated, muft give Liberty to 
their Paffions, and Reftraint to their Jatellects, (for 
Underftanding is fcarce neceflary to Men who can 
pay others, to think for rhem!) therefore, with due 
Regard to a few fhining Exceptions, a Lord is above 
Wit: And moft of ’em wou'd have found it more to 
their Tafte, and their Talent, to fubfcribe to Heideg- 
ger, than to Homer, but that the numerous Acquain- 
tance of this fine, and happy Genius united them- 
felves, fo powerfully, to recommend his Tran{lation, 
that, to be our of the*Zif, was to be out of the 
Fafbion: Which Misfortune, no Doubt, ft was, at 
. leaft, worth Six Guineas, to be delivered from the 
Difgrace of —— Bur, let me fee thele fhining Names 
to Mr. Dennis's Mifcelaneous Tratts, which he is now 
publifhing, by a Subicriprion, {carce the Sixth Part fo 
chargeable, and I will, atrerwards, fuppofe, that They- 
can read, as well as purchafe. —~ This, however, is 
what I know them too well to expeét at their Hands, 
unlefs Mr. Dennis thall become as much The Mode, 

1 wag futptiz'd to-obferve, that at my Mention of 
Mr. Dennis, almott every Perfon, prefent, join’d in a 
Clamour againtt Criricks. They affirm’d, Thar it was 
but jaft, to negleEt the Writings of a Perfon, who only 

“writes, to ec Others. And, Tbat the World (how'd, 
without Regard toa Critick's Learning, declare War, 
againft his Malice: and treat, and confider bim, as a 
Kind of Common Enemy. 

[ contented myfelé with fmiling, ar the Extrava- 
Rance of this Reafoning: and +eply'd, ThatI doubted 
Bot, however, but the Name of Mr. Pope would be 

ind among Mr. Dennis’s Subfcribers ; becaufe He 

is Soul to know, That though Living Merit, may, 
fometimes, as in his own Cafe, be popular, yet Popu- 
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larity is fo far from being the AZark of Living Merit, 
that Real Excellence, for the moft Part, both wants 
and difdains it. 

In the Progrefs of my Papers, I am determined to 
examine into the Foundation of this filly Notion, 
That Criticks are: Enemies to Wit and Learning: Aifd 
I dare be pofitive, beforehkeeigipbar I fhall cifcover it 
to take its Rife from a Caaf ame Nature with 
that, which makes the Pickpocker Rate the Horfcpond. 

To pretend a Love of Learning, and at the fame 
Time to defpife Criticifm, is as ridiculous an: Abfur- 






dity, as to delight in noble ‘Buildings, and exclaim” 


againft Architecture. -— If there is.not fome Ra/e, 
whereby we are to meafure Wit, then Wat has nd De- 


pendance on the Reafon, and the Jodpsrene $ arid, to” 


be a Wir, or a Fool, are in that Cafe, Terms Synoni- 
mous. —— But, if Wit is to be judg'd, by the Exami- 
nation of our Reafon, then that Reafon is 


and defends it from Prophanation. — How damybe, 
therefore, be the Enemy, of what is {upported, but: 
his Influence ? athe re 

The true Friends 
how they give 
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¥f Learning ought to be cautious, 
, left, to free themfelves 


“from a prefent Fear, they deftroy their future Hope, 


cnd fall into Oblivion, under the Growth ot affuming 


Ignorance: Like the Degenerate Roman Armies, who - 


flackening the Severity of their old martial Difcipline, 
came at length, fays Procopius, to think He! mets and 
Corflets too Sot for them. They were cuumber- 
fome and infupportable: They fainted under 
the Weight of ‘em: And had Courage enough, 
they were fure, co fight, as fuccefsfully withoue ’em.— 
They tried it: and the Confequence was, They were 
never, from that Time forward, able to ftand, againft 
the Arrows of the over-numbering Goths, and Vandals : 
So, depriv'd of their Defence, they loft their Empire 
to Barbarians. — 

Lut, fince no Truth operates fo powerfully as that 











‘which convinces by Example, let the Good, or Ill, 


of Criticifm be decided, in fair Combat, between rhe 
Gentleman I have nam‘d above, who profefles, and 
torms himfelf on it 3 and one of our moft rapid, and 
voluminous Compilers of Poetry; who, though one 
woud imagine him too heavy to ride Poff; yer, cruft- 
ing wholly cto Infpiration, breaks over Hedges and 
Ditches, and never checks his Horfes Speed, whether 
out of the Road, or mit. 

This Merchant Adventurer was for engrofling Trade 
to Himfelf: and -began with firing the Magazines of 
Thofe who dealt in the fame Commodity. --—-+One 
of his firft witty Performances, was, A Satire againft Wit, 
~——- An Accident befell me, the other Day, that 
may furnifh him with Matter of Speculation. I am 
very fond of a Cat: And, ever fince I lode’d in Bar. 
bican, have delighted in the Socicty of. 
vourite of my Landlady’s Children. Tig 
a tew Days fince, thar, not being in 2m 
G one of her 
Claws, and was pleas’d to fcratch my Leg, with no 
{mall Freedom, and Impertinence: Upon which, in 
great Wrath, I rook her up, by the Tail, and rof’d 






her out of Windaw. —— The-Cat got no “arm: but 
Ihave quite loft her Heart upon it. And, now, I may 
cali, 


Criticifm: 
And he, whoge a Critick, is the Champion of Wit, . 


PLAIN DEALER. ° 
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call, coax, and feed her, as much as I pleafe, fhe 
keeps, always, our of my Reach: and Idare be pofi- 
tive, I fhall never catch her, though I were to sive 
and die, in Barbican. 

But, to goon, with what I propos'’d. —— After his 
Satire againft Wit, he fer torth his Wat againft Satire; and 
publifh d anBpie Poem, call’d Prince AxrHUR. —~ 
TheExcellent Critick, abovenam’d, faw, upon perufing 
this Piece, that the Gentleman had fome Genius, and a 
(ufficient Stock of Learning ; but wanted Skill and Ap- 

lication, in the Art he was bent on practiling. He pur 
Finale, therefore, to the Trouble of compofing, tor his 
Ule, a juft, and generous Reprehention, which he in- 
ticled, His Remarks upon Prince Arthur. Had 
the Author been either humble, or wile, enough ro 
make Advantage by it, This woud have ferv'd him, 
asa Plan, to build ftronger, for the fucure; and 

iven a Turn to his Reflexion, that might have made 

im, what he had fo earneft a Defire to pats tor, a 
Great, and Admirable Poet. 

But, it was, then, as it is now, the Cuftom to de- 
fpife a Critick. And the Author of Présce Arthur tell, 
fo covragioully, into the Fafhion, that in almoft His 
Coach-Load of. Epic Poems, which he has, fince, 
oblig’d the World with, trom Ariier, down to Alfred, 
€l {peak it without Compliment) 1 he fame diitinzu:fh- 
able Purity, Fire, sicpance, Fancy, Copiouineis, 
and Elevation, fhine, alike, in every one ot ‘em: 
And, All, are equally fecure, as well from Criticitm, 
as Imitation. ae 

But, not content with raifing, and adorning Hivman 
Nature, He aipir'd, at laft, ro write, in the Civineft 
Manner, upon Dervinity Itfelf. Fhe Great Al- 
mighty, and His Works, were, ‘now, to be the Subject 
ot his praétis’d Panegyrick. Here, ture! if ever, 
He was to guard himielt with Caution, and put on 
the Critick’s Armour. —— - Creation opened to him, 
with its valt, and boundleis Luttre! 
beyond Worlds, were to be difcover’d, by his Poetic 
Telefcope: And other Suns, whole Light (tho' {wift 
enough, to travel a Hundred and Fourtcore thoufand 
Miles, in one Second of Time, is, notwithftanding, 
remotely fpent, and loft, in unconceivableImmenfity, 
betore it reaches 7hs, our own, Sun's moft diftanc 
Confines!) Thus Light was to be more thuminated, by 

His Mufe, and fhinedown, upon his Reader's Fancy. 
Here, it bappen’d, that the admirable Critick, his 
old Friend, had, Himfelf, fec an Example ; tuch, as 
can never be too much applauded. —~ The noblett, 
the moft extenfive, the moit attonifhing Ideas, which 

















can expand the Human Soul, had inrich’d his powes- 


ful Conception. And one woud have hop'd, that 
Me. Dennis bad made it impoffible for any fucure Wre- 
ter to treat this Subject, in.a mean, and groveling 
Manner; afrér-he hac oblig’d the World, fo nobiy, 
in his Paraphrafe.on Te Denm, with Verie, and Senti- 
ments, to dublimely fuited to the Vafinefs of tae 


Occafion. ! 


Where-e' er, at utmoft Stretch, we caft our Eyes, 

Thre’ the vaft, frightful, Spaces of the Skies ; 

Ev'n there, we find Thy Glory ' —— There, we gaze, 
On Thy bright Majefty’s unbounded Blaze ! 

Ten Thoufand Sans, prodigious Globes of Light, 

At once, in broad Dimenfions, firike our Sight. 
Millions, behind, fu rhe remorer Skies, 

Appear but Spangles, to our wearied Eyes. 

And, when thofe wearied Eyes want farther Strengch, 

To pierce the Void's unmeafurable Leugth, 

Our tow'ring Thoughts, mere vig’rous, farther fy: 
pind; Pil, veniotor, flaming Worlds defcry. 

But, ev'n an Angel's comprehenfive Thought, 

Cannot extend fo far, as Thou haft wrought. 

Our vaft Conception, to fuch Swelling brought, 
Swallow'dy in Infinite, « loft, ix Nought ! 


This is F 3 , that defies Cenfure, and is rais‘d, 
even above Praife : for it is {carce poffible to fay much 
of it, as it truly deferves. —— But, now, behold, on 





the oppofite Side, an Abftract, trom the Muie of 


Prince Arthur, in his Hymn to the Creator. 


Worlds ° 


Hail, King Supreme ! ——- Of Power, immenfe sty f, 
Father of Light! ExbaufJefs Sonrce of Blifsf ae 
Thou Uncreated, Self-exifient Caufe, 

Contreald by no Superioy Being’s Laws. 

Since the frit Three Lines are fo truly fine, and poe: 
tical, what Pity, that the Author's Pride dépriv’d him 
of the Ue of Criticifm! Had he bncy'd himelf, by the 
Help of 7bar, He coud never (though he had Sir Fy), 


Falftaff’s Aiacrity in Sinking) have funk, fo foon, and - 


fo fhamefully, as fo teli us, in the qth Verfe — That 
He, who is Supreme in Power, is contronl'd by no Superior. 


About 20 Lines atter this, God goes our, with ait 
Pair of Compafies, to mark the Limits of the World. | 


Not that the Poet had cny Defigmathey fhould be 
mace ule cf; but Mr. Avion had deleribed Compaffes 
upon this véry Occafion : and ous Author was refoly'd 
to be even with bim, F 


‘thro’ the black Bofom of the empty Space, . 
the Gulphs confefs ¢h’ Omnipotent Embrace : 
And, ptegnant grown, with Elemental’Seed, 
Unfinijfhd Orbs, and Worlds in Embryo, breed. 


To fufpend a fhort Remark, on the manifeft Con: 
tradiction of thefe two Ideas ——~ The Drawing out 
with a Pair of Compaffes, And the Begetring, 
by Embraces, —~1 challenge the whole Tribe of 
Critick-Haters throughout Ewrope, to match this aft 
Image with any thing fo indecent, fo improper, fo 
ill-expretsd, and, indeed, fo almoft blafphemous, 
and extravagant ! 

Bur, that no Gaufe of Complaint may difturb the 
Lovers of Variety, whoever likes not one Image, fhall 
have a Dozen new ones, to make his Choice of. —~ 
The Author, todo him Juftice, is no Niggard of his 
Fancy: We are, all, kindly welcome to it, as far as 
it will go: And He, that defires more, is too unrea- 
fonable in all Confcience. | 











- For ev'ry Part, Materials did fele@: . 
And, with a Mafter Hand, the World ere&t. 

-Labour’d dy him, @c.——~ : 
By His cementing Words, the Parts cohere: 
And rolls, by His impulfive Nod, in dir. 


From the Crude Mafs th? Omnifeient Archite@ 


I am forry I have not Room to entertain my Readet 
wich the whole Piece; but we may meafure Hercules, 
by bis Foot.-——Qne ot your creeping, narrow, 
Genius's, Creatures, who ftand in Awe of the Criticks, 
wou'd never have been capable of half thls luxuriant 
Fullnefs! nay, They might have been filly enough to 
fuppofe it blameable! By which pufilanimous Fear of 
theirs, the Reader moft have loft the Sublimity of 


_ thefe fine Ideas, Of His Creator, at one, and the fame 


Time, meafuring the World with a Pair of Compaffes— 
Omnipotently Embracing it — Impregnating it with 
Seed — Breeding Orbs in fare — Picking Materials 
from the Crude Mafs — Erecting ir, with a Matter: 
Hand — Labouring it — Cemexting it— Nodding at it— 
and fetting it a rolling. 

Shameful Heap of Inconfiftencies! Are Images, 
that fhould elevate the Soul of Man, to an Aftonifh- 
ment, at His AZaker's Power, in creating, with 2 
Word, the Heavens, and the Earth, and All, that is 
in them all! Are Images, fit for Zhe, to be borrow'd 
trom the Pains, and Pottures, of a Common Le 
bourer? Had not He a nobler Leffon before him 2 And 
does not 44ofes inform him, that, when God faid, Let 
there be Light, there W AS Light? But fuch as 
Thefe, are the Effeéts of maintaining War, againit 
Criticks: And the prodigious, and unbounded Difte- 
rence between thete two Gentlemens Performances, 
upon One and the Same Subje6t, may convince the 
Self-fufficient, That it is nota daxcing Brain, a wild, 
eruptive, Fancy, that can qualify a Manto bea Poet; 
though it ferves, well enough, to fet him a going, as 
a Scribbler. — 
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Printed for J. Roperts, in Warwick-Lane. Where Letters and Advertifements are taken in. 
j And where Comp'cete Setts may be bad. ; 
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